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Four of a Kind 


Chapter 10 


By the time we finished tidying the apartment—as best we could without renting a carpet 
cleaner, that is—and ourselves, we were both late for class. So we decided it was worth it to take the 
time to measure everything, just to know where we stood. 


My measurements were all the same as usual. Hips: 39”; waist: 23”; cock: 15.75” long and 9.75” 
around; under-bust: 34”. The only difference was my bust-line, which now measured a delightful 39” in 
circumference, same as my hips. | was a perfectly balanced hourglass, though | knew that my bust would 
soon eclipse my hips. | couldn’t wait. 


Jen was, likewise, the same everywhere but around her tits. Hips: 34”; waist: 20” (and only just); 
under-bust: 28”. Her bust-line had measured 32 inches just last night, but as we examined her in utter 
awe, we saw that she was now 43 inches. A 280-cup. Her boob-measurement was now four inches 
larger than mine, despite her under-bust being four inches smaller. We figured out how much tit-weight 
Jen had gained by putting her on the bathroom scale; she had been 95 pounds yesterday. Now she 
weighed 102. She had gained seven pounds of breast. They had already weighed about two-thirds-of-a- 
pound each, we figured, which meant they were now around eight pounds put together. That might not 
seem like a lot, but remember that eight pounds is about how much a gallon of milk weighs—and Jen 
was now carrying that around on her chest. It also meant that she was 8% boob-by-weight. Pretty 
impressive stuff. 


At my insistence we measured her tits even more carefully. They were each 8.5 inches long 
when she was standing up straight, and hung down to her waist, just two inches above her navel. They 
were each six inches wide, and you could see them easily from behind—they protruded 3.5 inches to 
either side of Jen’s waist. Although they were more natural-looking than my pneumatic spheres, or 
Beth’s nubile jugs, they were still extremely perky, and protruded about 5.5 inches from her chest— 
without a bra. In short, Jen’s figure was now absolutely dominated by her tits. | could tell that the 
process of measuring and weighing her tits was already exerting a positive effect on Jen, that she was 
starting to warm up to her new size. 


We also decided on our cover-stories during that measuring session. Jen was displaying the early 
stages of a rare genetic glandular disorder that cropped up in her family once every other generation 
that caused the afflicted woman’s breasts to swell incredibly quickly. We figured that would earn her 
sympathy from anyone who might question her new appearance, and shut down any further inquiry. I, 
on the other hand, was a patient in a clinical trial at the medical school. It was for a new form of breast- 


enlargement that used stem-cells and hormones to naturally increase a woman’s cup-size as much as 
she wanted. Since it was still experimental, the results were uncertain, and the doctors said that | was 
already responding more intensely to the treatment than they had expected. It was also, of course, 
closed to new applicants and completely confidential, so | couldn’t reveal who was behind it or where 
exactly it was taking place. 


Our cover-stories firmly established, we dressed as conservatively as possible and carpooled to 
school—| drove, of course. Jen’s tits would require some getting used to before she was ready to drive 
again. 


Class went well enough at first, all things considered. Jen got a little anxious in the afternoon, as 
her tits had grown noticeably just since that morning. She texted me, and | checked my own bust to 
confirm: yes, | had added some tit-flesh, so of course Jen was going to be burdened three-fold with 
whatever growth I experienced. | did my best to calm her down, and we made it through the day 
relatively unscathed—certainly fielding a lot of questions, but nothing that our stories couldn’t handle. 
When we got back together that evening to carpool home, | could feel substantially more weight on my 
chest, and | wasn’t surprised when | saw that Jen’s tits weren’t hidden at all, even by the baggy 
sweatshirt she had borrowed from me. When we got home, we promptly stripped naked for another 
measuring session. 


Whatever was in Beth’s sister’s jizz had really kicked into overdrive over the course of the day. | 
was a full two cup-sizes bigger that night than | had been in the morning! That meant 41 inches, or a 
34G-cup. Poor Jen was obviously struggling to get used to her massive new bosom—though she 
confessed that her back and shoulders had been able to support the added weight with no discomfort. 
Still, it was awkward and ungainly to have such monstrous protrusions appear so quickly on her chest. 
And monstrous they were: | had gained two inches, but Jen had gained three inches on her bust—and 
three times my volume. She was now a shockingly-huge 28R-cup, well beyond any size that bra 
manufacturers actually produced. Her weight had also shot up again, thanks to the massive gain in 
sweater-meat. She weighed 106 pounds, fully eleven more than she had weighed that morning— 
meaning that her tits alone weighed a bit more than twelve pounds together, and she was almost 12% 
titty. Of course | fucked her viciously as soon as we finished measuring her. She passed out again, but 
managed to hold on a bit longer that time, as did I. 


That’s also when she noticed for the first time the strands of cum dribbling from my nipples— 
which had been growing faster than her nipples. Mine were now pretty extreme, about three inches in 
length, similar to the size they’d been right after | drank Beth’s milk straight from the source on 
Saturday. | was also squirting a lot more jizz out of my tits, now that they were G-cup beauties. Of 
course we were both extremely pleased to find out that my growing breasts were going to shoot 
equally-expanding loads of semen. We showered together, and | jerked off again onto Jen’s massive 
boobs, which now hung less than an inch above her belly-button when she stood up. 


It had been a great day. 


But now it was time to discuss the bargain that we had negotiated that morning—and Jen 
wasn’t going to let me get out of it. | had been considering it all day, and while | found the notion of my 
roommate becoming a fellow-futanari girl quite arousing, | had to admit that | was also a little resistant 
to the idea of losing my uniqueness. | told Jen as much. 


“I’m just not sure, Jen. | mean, my cock has caused me a lot of grief over the years, but it’s also 
something I’ve always been proud of. I’d never change it for anything in the world, and it’s a big part of 
my identity.” 


“Yeah, I’ve noticed just how big,” Jen joked. 


“I’m serious,” | said, trying to not get upset. “My penis means a lot to me—more than you can 
understand. Ever since | was little, it meant getting teased and singled out; | learned quickly that | had to 
either hide it and become ashamed, or celebrate it and make it an important part of who | am. It was an 
easy choice in retrospect, but I’m not sure how | feel about just giving you a cock. You never had to go 
through what | went through. You can’t know what it’s like.” 


We were both still naked while we discussed this, sitting on my bed. She put her hand gently on 
the head of my flaccid cock, and it twitched beneath her light touch. 


“| get that, Erica. | really do. | mean, if some girl asked me to make her Asian—if | could do 
that—because she wanted to be some hot geisha girl and be able to get guys with that, I’d be offended. 
Like she thought it was all fun and games, not knowing all the burdens that go with it. But you know me, 
and | know you, and | know your dick is special and important to you. It’s not just that | want it because | 
think it would be hot. That’s part of it, sure, but | want a cock also because | admire you, and | always 
have, and I want to know what it’s like to be like you. I’m not pretending that | understand what you’ve 
been through, but seeing what kind of person you are—what kind of friend you’ve been to me—| figure 
it must be worth it.” 


| don’t like to admit it, because | think of myself as someone who doesn’t cry, but what Jen said 
brought tears to my eyes. | had known that she looked up to me; although we were both sophomores, 
she was a year younger than me, and | had taken her under my wing in a lot of ways, not just when it 
came to sex. But | never realized just how much she admired me until then. 


| nodded, and wiped the tears from my eyes. After taking a few uneven breaths, | was able to 
calm down before | answered. 


“Thank you for saying all that, Jen.” 
“Don’t worry about it,” she said, smiling affectionately, and gave my cock a little squeeze. 


“PII do it. But with one condition—you don’t get to be as big as me. | think half is fair. You’II still 
have a huge dick by normal standards.” 


Jen considered my proposal quietly. A minute passed before her eyes lit up with a ‘Eureka!’ 
moment. 


“What about this:” she began. “I'll be half your size, but l'II have two cocks. Each one will be half 
of you, but together they’Il equal you. Plus, that way you'll still be unique; you’ll be the only girl with just 
one cock. What do you say?” 


“You want two dicks?” | was completely surprised. 


“Yeah—to be honest, | think I’d prefer it to having one anyway. I’ve always liked that stuff in 
hentai. You know | love tentacle porn; this’d kind of be like being my own tentacle monster, in a way. | 
could single-handedly DP a girl if | had two dicks.” 


Recovering from my initial shock actually didn’t take long. Once | did, | realized that | loved the 
idea; we’d both get to remain unique, and the thought of cute little Jen stuffing some unsuspecting slut 
in her pussy and her ass at the same time was undeniably appealing. | nodded my affirmation. 


“Let’s do it!” | said. 
Jen let out a little yelp of excitement and clapped her hands. 


“OK, lie down and spread your legs,” | said. | had no real idea how my new powers functioned, 
but it seemed like the best way to go about things. 


Jen laid back and closed her eyes, and | went to work. | licked my thumb and two fingers, 
plunging my index and middle digit into her pussy while | massaged her clit with my thumb. It didn’t take 
long before Jen was squeezing her massive tits with both hands while | fingered her pretty little slit— 
which had tightened back up to its normal self since that morning. Once she was nice and warmed up, 
and moaning, | decided she was ready. 


“Jennifer Batari Pranata, from now on you will have two beautiful, perfect cocks, each one half 
the size of my own dick, and you will have two big, sexy balls in a tight, unwrinkled sack, half-again 
bigger than my own.” 


Addressing Jen by her full name was instinctive, as was the deliberate, specific way in which | 
spoke about her changes to come. | knew somehow, because of what a significant change this would be, 
that it demanded a more formal expression. 


Once | finished speaking, | felt a jolt of electricity pass through my arm and into Jen—as it did, 
her back arched and her mouth opened in silent astonishment. When she fell back to the bed, | saw one 
small lump emerge on her pubic mound, just above her labia. The bulge grew, stretching out from her 
body—as it grew longer, it also grew thicker, and the skin changed, becoming darker and looser. Veins 
started to emerge as well on the surface of the flaccid pseudo-dick that was developing on Jen’s groin. | 
was watching in silent awe, and so was Jen, now that she had recovered from the initial shock. 
Suddenly, the strange not-quite-dick (it didn’t have any defined glans yet, or hole—just a shaft of flesh 
with a rounded tip) stiffened. It went hard in the blink of an eye, and | saw a shudder of pleasure pass 
through Jen. It was already pretty sizable—about six inches long and maybe four inches around. It 
stopped lengthening, but rapidly increased its girth, until it was actually thicker than my own cock, 
despite being far shorter. It was bizarre, this fleshy, headless would-be-penis, so absurdly thick but just 
average length. Then it started to split. The two halves separated at the tip—bloodlessly, thank God. 
Each dick was fully intact as they pulled apart. The cleft moved slowly down the length of the huge 
single shaft, until finally two separate penises emerged. Then the tips of each rod swelled 
simultaneously, until | could see the shape of a glans underneath the skin at the top of each dick. Next, a 
hole opened at the top of each prick, and slowly expanded, the skin pulling down and revealing two 
normal, if somewhat large cock-heads and two normal urethras. 


It might sound a bit disturbing, and it’s hard to convey such a strange experience through words 
alone, but | was actually rock hard at this point, completely captivated and aroused by this bizarre 
display. | started stroking my own cock absent-mindedly as the show continued. 


At this point, everything stopped for a moment. Both dicks stood there, erect and throbbing, 
looking completely normal—well, except for the fact that there were two of them, joining together at 
the root, and they were attached to a woman right above her vulva. Other than that though, two totally 
normal dicks. Still each about six inches long, but solidly thick—no more were they thicker than mine, 
but each one looked a bit bigger around than it was long. Another lump started to emerge, this one at 
the base of the shaft where the two dicks joined together, and joined Jen’s body. It grew almost 
instantly into a pair of testicles wrapped in a tight, perfectly smooth sack. They swelled in a flash, until 
each one was the size of an avocado. 


Pre-cum followed the completion of Jen’s testicles, trickling out of both cocks at the same time. 
Then, the grand finale—oh, and what a finale it was. Both dicks surged upward, growing longer with 
frightening speed. They didn’t get any thicker at all, but added inch after inch of length in just seconds. 
The whole process couldn’t have lasted more than ten seconds, but by the time they were done, the 
two cocks emerging side-by-side from Jen’s crotch reached her chest nearly to the level of her armpits. 
They were each noticeably longer than mine! | looked down at my own pole, at its massive thickness— 
nearly ten inches around—and realized that | hadn’t been specific enough after all; | figured Jen’s much 
thinner cocks were each about half the volume of my own, even if they were a little longer. Ultimately, 
the mistake seemed like a blessing in disguise—Jen’s super-long pythons looked absolutely delectable. 


She sat up against the headboard of the bed, both of her cocks nestled between her cleavage, 
their heads emerging from between her breasts and reaching to her clavicle in this position. 


“What do you think?” | whispered, still awed by what | had just seen. 
“They’re perfect!” Jen said quietly, sharing my reverence. 


“I’m not forgetting about your ass, though,” | said, grabbing Jen by the waist and flipping her 
over with a cute yelp. 


Her tight, round ass was indeed appealing, but | couldn’t wait to see it significantly enhanced. | 
leaned down and bit gently—but decisively—into her right cheek, savoring the firmness of her taut 
glute. Given that my mouth was otherwise occupied gnawing on Jen’s nubile ass, | couldn’t yet say the 
words out loud to begin her transformation, but to my surprise, it began as soon as | finished thinking 
about what | would say! Apparently | didn’t even need to utter the phrase out loud as | felt Jen’s caramel 
cakes swell and press against my nose and lips. | had mentally decided that she should have a hip/butt 
measurement one inch larger than mine, and it took only seconds for her to inflate to such proportions. 
| sat up and smacked her ass as hard as | could manage—her scream and the reverberating jiggle that 
rippled through her plumped-up buttocks couldn’t have been more satisfying. 


“Jeez, Erica, take it easy!” Jen said, rubbing her butt where | had slapped her. 
“Trust me, you wouldn’t be able to resist either.” 


“Let’s see about that,” she replied, turning over to get up. 


She was still a bit wobbly on her feet, given how much her center of gravity had changed that 
day, so | had to help her up and over to the mirror. Cradling her cocks against her torso with both arms, 
she admired her body from every angle in the full-body mirror in her closet. Her hips, now 40” around 
(assuming the transformation went as | had outlined in my head), were literally twice the circumference 
of her waist—a ratio that looked straight out of a comic book or a photoshop morph. On her petite 
frame, the incredible fullness and roundness of her rump was especially alluring. | could tell Jen was 
enjoying herself too, given that her two cock heads—both pressed up against her chest, reaching to the 
top of her cleavage—were both leaking pre-cum profusely. 


Instinctively, | stepped forward and grabbed one—the left one—and fondled its sensitive glans, 
smearing thick pre all over my fingers. | brought it towards me and bent over, taking the throbbing, 
angry-looking head in my mouth. Jen’s pre-cum was deliciously sweet, even sweeter than my own. | 
looked up at her, as if to say “now you.” She got the message, hunching over enough that she was able 
to take the other cock in her own mouth. Because of their immense length and her petite height, it 
didn’t take a lot of effort for Jen to achieve autofellatio. | heard muffled moaning as | deep-throated her 
snake-like prick. Aside from being very differently proportioned than mine, they were also more flexible, 
not achieving the same steel-hard quality of my own erections; | couldn’t help but wonder if Jen would 
be able to fuck her own pussy with these bendable, extra-long dicks. 


We didn’t have to work long on her sensitive anacondas before cum came spurting into our 
mouths—both of her penises in chorus. Even divided between two rods, her ample testes were able to 
pump out an astonishing amount of cum, which | guzzled with enthusiasm. When Jen’s climax subsided, 
we let her fuck-ropes fall limp against her thighs. 


Jen wiped stray jizz from her mouth, and licked the leftovers from the back over her hand. 
“I think | could definitely get used to this,” she said. 


We then turned our attention to my own shaft—Jen leaned down to lick the head, and | did the 
same. We ministered to my swollen glans together, kissing each other and my cock at the same time, a 
three-way make out session between me, Jen, and my elephantine schlong. We were so engrossed that 
we didn’t even take the time to sit down, both of us slobbering all over my dick while still standing in 
front of the mirror. | relished the fact that my improved phallus was capable of cumming almost 
immediately if | chose to give in entirely to my pleasure, as | did then. Jen and | had only been sucking 
and kissing and licking my girl-cock for a minute or so when | exploded, drenching both our faces in cum. 
| wiped the mess off my face, scooping it up into my hands and smearing it on Jen, just for the hell of it. 
She may have grown a pair of serpentine dicks, but | was always going to be the boss. 


| laid down on the bed, and Jen followed suit, nestling her face in my plentiful cleavage. We just 
stayed that way for a while, silently appreciating everything that had just happened. Jen was the one to 
break the silence. 


“Erica?” 
“Yeah babe?” 


“So, these amazing things you can do to my body—does that mean you can do it to yourself? Do 
you think you could make your dick even bigger?” 


“| don’t know, but that’s a damn fine idea,” | said. 


With Jen still lying on my chest, her own flaccid dicks (each about a foot long) resting on my 
thighs, | gripped my shaft and began to speak, summoning the same weighty intonation that | had used 
when changing Jen’s body. 


“From now on, my penis will be two feet long, and twelve inches around—until Beth’s milk 
makes me grow even more.” 


We waited, both holding our breath, for something to happen. Nothing did. | let out a 
disappointed sigh. 


Jen looked up at me—her face still drizzled with cum—with a frown of consternation. 


“Before you always changed me in proportion to yourself. You made my tits three times bigger 
than yours—you didn’t specify an absolute size. Maybe try something like that, instead?” 


| nodded and gripped my rod once again. 


“My enormous cock will be twice the size of the biggest human penis in the world, from now 


” 


on. 


Once again, nothing happened. Frustrated, | took Jen’s cocks in my hands. “Jen, your two 
enormous penises are now going to be two feet long each.” Silence. More nothing. “OK, each the size of 
my cock.” 


The electric jolt returned, passing through my hands into Jen’s twin poles. They grew rapidly 
stiff, and surged forward, like before. Jen moaned and leaked girl-cum as her dicks swelled slightly 
thicker, and monstrously longer, up to nineteen inches, then twenty-two, then twenty-four, faster than | 
could count. By the end of it all, even with her lying flat on her back, they rested on her face, at eye- 
level! Admittedly, the sight of it was marvelous, but | wasn’t interested in Jen having more cock-flesh 
than me. “Nevermind,” | said, still with both hands at the roots of her snakes. They both shrank back 
down to the previous size—damn near eighteen inches—and Jen gave a pitiful whimper. 


“Nooo, make them big again!” she moaned. 

“That wasn’t our deal; | just wanted to see if it worked. You'll get bigger when | do.” 
Jen pouted, but she didn’t argue the point. 

“So | guess your magic, or whatever it is, doesn’t work on yourself, huh?” she said. 


“| guess not.” | sighed. “Still, it’s pretty amazing all things considered—and | have Beth’s milk to 
make my penis bigger, and I’m sure her sister’s cum hasn’t stopped working on my tits yet.” Jen nodded 
sedately. We went back to quietly relaxing, until a revelation hit me. “Jen!” | blurted, sitting up and 
displacing her from my comfortable chest-pillows. “This means | can keep Beth’s tits at a fixed size! We 
can have sex!” | had explained Beth’s predicament to Jen during our conversation earlier that morning. 


“That's great, Erica!” Jen chirped. 


“I’m gonna call her now,” | said, getting up to look for my phone. “Oh, and you should come 
with me when | go to her house next time. Thursday night I’m supposed to head over. You down?” 


She nodded vigorously, and | smiled; life was really, really good. 


